£ COERREY TH wha 
s. 45s. F-owa $9 : we? y 8b. ? - a 
«< In Bs -4 [7 p I | et 
> pu 4 vc , . 
» . 
* _ 
s * 
” fu yi 
* o» * -. NO 


| | $44 ir a ti. <4 oh "2 g 
* + * \ y 
00-0.” Y8e"'Y , ; 
os 
* +» + 28, 4 » v8 0 $0. "*, «0-9 . 
g - . vo” &@ * #® **, 
. ® s + dr 4 
| ., - | | S © # . # LE 
a P. - _—_ ” — . = _ — - CY 


Pindarique POEM, 


Dedicated to the | 
\M E M O R Y! 
O F 


Her Moſt Sacred Majeſty, 


HOueen MARY. 


PO EE IIS 


Per audaces Nova Dithyrambos 
Yerba Devolvit, numeriſque fertur 
Lege Solatis. Hor. 


By Mr.\ D ENNIS. 


The Second dition. " w : 
LOND O N, 


Printed for Fames Knapton , - at the Crown in 
St. Pauls Church-yard, I6 95e 


«7 nd dd hes 


"Ts 4 K A ** 4 wy No 


LASTUEETERY 2 70 Mon Te 4 op Vt 5 RIS ERECT ny 


GAPS ST LIL LSE NAGIESY 


h i%. 8 { pl 3 568 nds "ISS 


all the little Judgment Thad.to diſtinguiſh this boldneſs from ſuch 
horrible extravagancies as have been lately ſo fally and unreaſona- 
'Bly laid to my charge, yet leſt ſome people ſhould conclude from a 


bare appearance that 1 have gone too far, it will not be amiſs to 
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PREFACE. 


He following Verſes ſeem ſo bold in the deſign, and ſo 
much bolder in the execution.that tho I have made uſe of 


ſhew what | the Ode and its C harafter 15 In general, what Pin- 
dar and his manner was in particular, and how far it may be 
convenient to imitate him in our Age, and in our Language 
and Climate. L'Ode{ ſays Rapin) doit auoir.autant de no- 
bleſſe, d* elevation, & d' emportment, que I eglogue a de 
ſimplicite, de pudeur, . & de modeſtie, Cen'et pas ſeule- 
ment par ſon Eſprit qu<lle eſt grande, ceſt auſſi par fa 
matiere. Car elle $occupe a chanter les louanges deſ- 
dicux, & a celebrer les ations les plus glorieuſes des 
hommes. Ainſi elle demande-pour foutenir route la Ma- 
jeite de fon chara&tere, un narurel eleye, un eſprir grand, 
une imagination hard:c, une expreſſion noble & eclatante 
mais pure 6& correcte. Tout ce que lart a de viyacite par 
ſes figures, neſt pas ſuthſant, pour cleuer I'Ode autant que 
demande fon charactere. The Ode (ſays Rapin) ought to 
have as much greatneſs, clevation and violence, as the 
Eglogue 1s oblig'd tro have modeſty, reſtraint and ſimpli- 
city. It 1s not only great by the ſublimeneſs of its Spirit, 
bur by the greatneſs of its Subjedts. For it is made uſe 
of to 1ing the praiſes of gods, and to celebrate the moſt 
glrious actions of men. So that it requires, ro keep up al] 
ak A 2 that 


PREF ACE. 
that majeſty that belongs to 1ts chara&ter, a great wit, an 
exalted genius, a daring imagination, and at once a pure 
and a noble and ſounding expreſſhon. All the vivacity that 


art can ſupply by irs moſt glaring figures 1s hardly ſuffici- 
ent to exalt the Ode ſo much as its character requires. 


Thus far goes Rapin; and we may conclude from the words of 


that famous Critic, that the Ode ought to have as much bold- 
neſs, elevation and majeſty, as Epic Poetry it ſelf; but then 
it i5 certain that it ought to have more vehemence, more tran- 
ſport and more enthuſiaſm. The reaſon is evident, For the De- 
ſign of the Ode (I mean upon great occaſions) is, like that of 
Heroic Poetry, to move the Reader and cauſe in him admiration; 
Now by Heroic Poetry, the Readers mind is exalted gradually, 
with a more ſedate and compos d Majeſty; but the Ode, by 
reaſon of the Jhortneſs of its compaſs, is oblig d 19 fly into tran- 
ſport at firſt, and to make uſe immed:ately of all its fury, and 
irs moſt violent efforts, or elſe it would want time to work its 
effett. 

Thus Virgil begins his Aineis calmly and modeſtly, whereas 
the greateſt thought in one of the nobleft Odes of Hotacc. 


Sj fra&tus illabatur orbis 


Inipavidum ferient Ruin. 


Which I have imitated in my eleventh Stanza is in his wery 
firſt. Let us now confider the Charafter of Pindar, which we 
may have from the ſame Rapin, and which will include the 
charafter too of his Writings; I] eſt grand dans fes deſlcins, 
vaſte dans fes penſees» hardy dans ſes imaginations, heu- 
reux dans ſes expreſſions: eloquent dans ſes diſcours, He 
1s great in his deſigns (fays Rapin) vaſt in his Ideas, daring 
in his Images, happy in his expreſſion, and eloquent in his 
diſcourſe, 

But here Rapin falls ſhort of his charafler, and leaves out 
ſome of his moſt conſiderable qualities, which may be ſupplyd 
from one divine Stanza which Horace has writ in his T0 
Oonetc 
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Monte decurrens, velut amnis, imbres 

Quem ſuper noras aluere ripas 

Fervet, immenſuſque ruit profundo 
Pindarus ore. 


Which in Engliſh Poetical paraphraſtickh Proſe is thus. As 
a ſtream thar-1s Iifred above its uſual banks by the in- 
flux of celeſtaal waters, comes rowling headlong from ſome 
Mountains Top, ſo Pindar raisd by influence divine, cv'n 
above his own exalted Genius ; grows vehement, ſwells, 
and ferments with fury, then precipitately flows with a 
mighty ſound, and knows no bounds to his impetuous 
courſe. | 

The Reader will eaſily diſcern that here are ſonie great qua- 
lities conſpicuous in Pindar, which Rapin ſeems not to take 
notice of. Here is his vehemence, his impetuouſneſs, and 
the magnificent ſounds of his numbers z and here is another 
thing which is the reſult of the reſl, and that is ſomething 
dreadful, ſomething which terribly ſhakes us, at the very ſame 
time it tranſports us. There remains ſome other things which 
all the World has obſerv'd in Pindar, and that 3s, his affefled 
digreſſions, his perpetual rambles, and his ſudden and unex- 
pefled returns. But tis now time to confider how far he may 
be imitated in our Language andClimate. An Engliſh Writer 
may endeauour to imitate him in ſeveral of his greateſt. quali- 
ties, by the Genius of our Nation, which is bold and ſublime, 
as Mr. Waller has obſerv'd. But then he ought to be diſcreet 
in his boldneſs; for our Language is not capable of ſome of the 
moſt violent figures of Pindar; and in aiming at two of his 
principal qualities, which are his Sublimity and his Magn fi- 
cence, he ought carefully to avoid two things, and thoſe are 
Fuſtian and ſuper fluity of Epithetes. Now 'tis the eaſieſt thing 
in the World for a man to know whether he has avoided them. 
if he has but ſenſible Friends. Let him conſult them, and ob- 
ſerve whether his Verſes ſirike and warm them or not, Where 
a they 
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they do warm *bem and ſtrike them, it may ſerve for an eter- 
nal rul-, that there can be no Fuſtian, fer a man of Senſe 
nnfi beove a wery fantaſlick opinion of himſelf, if he thinks 
thet the falſe Sublin'r can warm him. Fuſtian is toſuch a one 
the coldejt thing in ihe World. For I take it 10 proceed only 
from an impotent eſfort of the mind to viſe, when it wants both 
warmth and force to take its {light with vigour. Now as Verſes 
that ſeem warm toa man of ſenſe can never contain any Fufti- 
an, fo the ſame rule may ſerte for ſuperfluous Fpithetes. For 
nothing makes Verſifying colder than a clog of ſuper/luous Epi- 
thetes. Epithetes are execrable, where they -re not neceſſary, 
vr at leaſt convenient. And they can never be weceſſary, but 
where they add to the Thought ſomething which ought to be 
added ; and they can never be convenient, but where they 
ge force 10 the Expreſſion, or grace or per{picuity. Words 
are 10 Thought, what Fleſh is to the human oul; now Fleſh 
encreaſing to ſuch a degree, imparts Conielineſs, and perhaps 
Majeſty ; but ſwelling beyond it, it brings Deformity and Im- 
porence, and becomes a clog to the Mind. And as in a Body 
where the Soul performs all its funftions freely, there cannot be 
too much Fleſh, ſo in a work of the Mind, where there is a 
ſ1ee Spirit, there cannot be roo much Expreſſion. But t0 re- 
turn to the buſineſs, from which Imay bes ſaid to have in ſome 
meaſure digreſs d. 77S we ought not to imitate Pindar in the 
boldrcfs of ſome of bis figures, ſo neither in the wildneſs of his 
frequent digreſſions ; as Mr. Cowley has imitated him. bor the 
Enalih Reader, generally ſpeakang, not having half the degree 
( ft Fire which the G:ccians had,nor Spirits ſo ſtrange! y volatile, 
(anuct immediately Sympathize with an Author in his ſudden 
and impeiuous {tarts from his ſubjet4 ; nor diſcern in a moment 
tre almoſl imperceptible connexion between the Digreſſion and 
ihe prizcipal matter. Experience 15 d proof of what { have ſaid. 
{or the generality of Readers, nay even ſome who are Men of 
it, are declard Enemies to the Olympick, and the Neme- 
ns Ode of Pindar, which Mr. Cowley bas ſo admirably made 
cr on; ana the reaſons which they give, are the length and 
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wildneſs of the Digreſſions. But now ſince I have made men- 
tion of that great man, I beg leave to rahe notice of ſome 
other errors which he appears to have been guilty of in his imi- 
tations of Pindar. The one is an affedtation of pointed Wi: : For 
all points in a ſerious ſubjett are little, and cold, and weak, and 
wanton; whereas the Ode ought to be by its character, flrong, 
and warm, and grave, and great, and exalted. The ſecond is 
his want of Deſign in ſome of his Pindarick Odes. The third 
is the Neglett of his Style, which ſeems in ſeveral places net to 
bave Pomp and Majeſly enough to anſwer the ſublimeneſs of 
Pindar's Genizs, T7 be four th is the frequent looſing his Rhime, 
and the roughneſs of his Verſification. I have taken care 10 
decline his errors as far as my little capacity would give me 
leave. And I thought my ſelf the more obligd to awoid his 
faults, becauſe I am wery ſenſible, that I am far from having 
his excellencies which are his fire aud his mighty Spirit, In 
the writing theſe Pindarick Verſes, 1 had ſtill Milton in my 
Eye, and was reſolu d to imitate him as far as it could be done 
without receeding from Pindar's manner. They have ſeveral 
great qualities common to beth, and among the reſt, wehe- 
mence, elevation, and a terrible Majeſty ; qualities which are 


far above me,but the v1olent defire I had to ſhow,vow I honour the 


Memory of the great Queen that is gone, made me inſolently reſolve 
to ajpire to them. How I have ſucceeded I muſt leave io the 
Reader, I leave the following Verſes to bis Fuftice. For eve- 
ry Writer ſooner or later will be ſure to have Fuſtice done him. 
If theſe Verſes are of Heavn, they will be ſure to ftand, no 


Malice of Man can hurt or ſuppreſs them; but if they are human 


they will fall, no mortal aid can ſupport them. Debemur morti 
nos noſtraque. Of xs and ours Death has the ſure reverſion : 


But Genius is 4 ſacred beam of Divinity reſpeced by the grim 
Deſtroyer. 


FOS'FTSCRIPT. 


HE Preface was writ in ſo great a Hurry, that T have 


omitted ſome things which 1 deſign'd io inſert. I had 
the 


POSISCAEY i. 
the bint of the deſign from the ſixth Book of Virgil, hich the 


knowins Readers will eaſily diſcern, and which I think my ſelf 
 obliv'd to own to the reſt. 

A Toung Gentleman who is my Friend, and whoſe Wit and 
Learning are very well known in theWorld, accu.pd me, upon the 
reading theſe Verſes, of too much deſcription. I hope the accuſa- 
tion is groundleſs ; for the wantouneſs of deſcription 1s to be ac- 
counted at all times (and more eſpecially in a grave way of wri- 
ting) a moſt intolerable fault. But I deſire the Reader 1o conſi- 
der, that there is a great deal of differeice between ihe deſcribing 
of perſons and places, and the deſcribing of ation. In a Poem 
where is any deſign, if | am not niiftaten , there ought to be 
ſome action. Now'where there is action, it ought always to go 
forward, and nothing ongh; to be mc! inſiſted on, which can put 
any conſiderable ftop to that. For wi-ich reaſon all deſcriptions of 
perſons and places which are any thing large, are extremely 
faulty in a Poem which has a aefign. Now the Reader will 
eaſrly diſcern, that I have been wery retentive in ſuch deſcrip- 
tions. For 1 bave giver wery little deſcription of the Court of 
Death, and none at all of ihoſe who compoſe it. T have but 
barely nanid them. Not only becanſe thoſe beings have been de- 
ſcrib'd before ( for poetical perjons and places are general - 
whereas an attion is ſtill particular) but becauſe it would have 
pnt a ſtop to the action, But deſcribing of action is a different 
thing. For the ation in ſome meaſure goes on by deſcription,which 
is often neceſſary for the better repreſent ation of it. And indeed it 
is my opinion, that there can be no Poetry withont ſuch deſcription 
that is without Painting. And 1 am very confident that moſt of the 
beanteons places in Virgil are nothing but ation, clearly and 
vigorouſly deſcriÞ/d. I have but one thing to add, and that is con- 
cerning the numbers. I am not ſatisfy d with my choice of them ; 
but T bawe taken all the care that I could, that they ſhould be 


harmonious in their kand. 
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O, 'twas no Dream, 'tis now too clear, 
No Dream cou'd-ever thus deceive, 

Then let & attentive World giye car, 
And thou Poſterity belicye. . 
I ſaw about the dead of Night, 
I ſaw a Form divinely bright ; 
I did, by Earth and Hcay'n I ſwear, 

A Form beyond all mortal Beauty fair! 
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As ſhe came on with Majeſty divine, 
From her there flow'd immortal Light, 
To guild the ſecret horrors of the Night, 
And on ill Spirits and the damnd with dreadful glory ſhine ; 
When ſtrait ſhe ſtruck her Empyrean Lyre, 


B And 


T be Court of Death. 
And in a melting ſtrain, 

Did with enchanting Harmony complain. 
Silence was raviſhd as ſhe ſung 7 

That Song nught dead Indifference inſpire. 

Firſt in my Breaſt a pleaſing Sorrow ſprung, 

Thcn thio cach Nerve there flew celeſtial fire ; 

Convuilive Tranſports did my Vitals tear, 

Gods twas too much, teo much for Man to bear { 


ESL 


The Goddeſs with a melancholy ſmile, 
A glance, that Fiends of Malice might beguile, 
And to the damn'd might Pleaſure reconcile ; 
Thus the high meaning of her Meſlage broke, 
And in Ambrofal accents ſpoke. 
Behold O mortal I, 
Ev'n I whom thou wert wont t' invoke 
One of the nobleſt Natives of the Sky, 
A Daughter of great Jove's cternal Line, 
And not the meaneſt of th' immortal Nine, 
Who Flaccus did with ſacred Rage inſpire, 
Inſtrudting him to riſe, 
And filld fierce Pindar with reluctant fire, 
Which the ſonorous Bird tranſported to the Skies, 
I by Command divine deſcend to thee, 
A Miſſionary Goddeſs, ſent by Joe's ſuprcam Decree- 


7 he Court of Death. 


I V. 


Down, down I fell cntranc'd before 
The ſoveraign Beauty I adore. 
The Goddeſs way'd her Ple&trum round, 
And gently ſtruck the facred ground, 
And cry'd my faithful Seryant riſe, 
With ſuch an cthicacious found, 
As Vigour to my Nerves reſtor'd, and Brightneſs to my Eyes: 
I roſe, bur ſtill amazement kept me dumb, 
When ſhe went on : To thee I come, 

In the deep ſilence of this fill retreat, 

Remoyd fromall that wretched men call great: 
For that Majeſtick, Royal God, 

Who ſhakes his whole Creation with a Nod, 
Commanded me to leaye the ſtarry Pole for thee, . 
| As thouhaſt left the Pomp of all the world for me 

Then take immortal Spirit to thy breaſt, 

Drive from it cy ry meaner gueſt, 
For thou ſhalt ſing in wondrous Rhime 
Of things tranſcendently ſublime ; 
Shalc to the liſtning Globe relate, 
What Gods determin in a dire Debate 4 
But firſt with me (fo Fove commanded} go 

To Death's moſt dreadful Court below, 

And ſce the dark deſigns of Fate. 


The Court: of Death. 
V. 


The Goddeſs ſaid, and with a dreadful ſound 
The trembling Earth dividing, gapd around, 
Then down by black degrees we went, 
A horrible Deſcent ! 
Art length we reach'd a vaſt infernal Room, 
Where here and there a winking Lamp, 
Thar ſcem'd expiring,ſtruggled with the Damp, 
And to illuſtrate horror,glimmer'd thro the gloom- 
Thither the Miniſters of Death by Fate, 
Were ſummon'd on Aﬀeairs of their dread State, 
More monſtrous, more abominable ſights 
Than eyer Fancy magrnitfy'd in frights ; 
In. their moſt execrable ſhapes were there 
Diſcord, Reyenge, and grinding Care, 
Grief, Terrors, Furies, Horrors, and Deſpair : 
A thouſand pale Diſtempers too appear, 
A very ghaſtftul Crew, and conſcious Fear, ; 
With che bad plcaſurcsof the mind,broughtupth'infernal rear. * 
With ſudden Trembling I was ſtruck; | 
But the bright Muſe with one immortal look 
Could all the Pow'rs of Death controul, 


And thro my Eyes dart Courage to my Soul. 
Grim Death, the Gyant Terror roſe at laſt, 
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On all th accurit Divan a ghaſttul ſnule he caſt 
Thro all th' accurit Divan atrightful murmur ran, 
When thus their formidable King the great Conſult began. 


I'S. 


The Court of Death. 


V I 


Chief of the pow'rs whichin theſe Manſions dwell, 
Grief, Fury, Diſcord, and thou black Deſpair ! 
Te Fevers of the fiery kind, and thou revenging Care | 
Terrors and Horrors, Natives all of Hell ! 
Whom roaring 1n its fierceſt flames I found, 
By cruel Deſtiny ſeverely bound 
With Adamantine Chains, 
Who at my inſtance were rehev'd; 
And for my ſervice for a time repriev'd 
From eycrlaſting pains ! 
Dire Spirits all ! ro my command confignd 
T obtain the Empire of the World,and to cnſlaye Mankind ; 


All ye who wrack the wretched limbs, and ye who plague 
[ the mind / 


Full Parliament of Gods thus call'd by fate, - 

In this ſtupendous council to debate 

Th' important buſineſs of our mighty State / 
From day they bring freſh tidings evry hour, 
Thar we're contemn'd there, and have loſt our pow'r. 
We who the Conquerors of the world ſubdue, 
Are we contemn'd 2 we who command eyn you? 
Will you no Zeal to ſerve your Monarch ſhow, 
In juſt return for the vaſt debt you owe ? 
Know, if we periſh, you muſt ſurely fall, 

And our Diſgrace reflefts upon you all. 
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6 The Court of Death. 

What do you ſtand unmoy'd at theſe alarms ? 
And muſt we tamely fall ? To arms, to arms, 
By force our credit with the world reſtore, 
E'rc we the King of Terrors are no more. 


V I I. 


This ſaid, the Tyrant with a voice and look 
Unuttcrably fell : 
Then, bounding with a furious ſtart, 
He whirl'd about a dreadful Darc, 
With which the ground tremendouſly he ſtruck, 
The ground cv to the center ſhook 
And frighted all in Hell. 
With horrid ſtrides he marching ſtorm'd ; 
The ficrceft Spirits round him ſtar, 
And trembled as hc ſtrode, 
And all the others never dar'd 
To view th outragious God. 
At laſt a Spectre dreadfully deformed, 
Reſunung vigor, filence broke, 
And to. th nexorable King the gricfly Terror ſpoke. 


V LIIL 


O thou who govycrn'ſt Land and Air, and Main, 
By Fate ſubjected to thy rigid Reign ; 
Where all that Mortals ſwcet and loyeſome fee, 
God has created purpoſely for thee ; 


For 
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7 he Court of Death. 


For whom with one hand Time the Ficld of Nature ſows, 


And with his other ſtill a bending Harveſt mows; 
Thou whoſe impartial Scepter injures none, 
The juſteſt Potentate that fills a Throne, 
Supremely juſt and merciful alone : 

Who ſtand'ſt with Arms cxtended to embrace 

The Wretches that in thee their utmoſt refuge place 3 
And tam'ft proud Monarchs with an Iron ſw ay, 
Whom ſoon or late th* imperial Slaves obey : 
What can the fearful ſounds we heard intend ? 
How ſhould thy formidable Empire cnd ? 

Is 7ove about to rend the worlds high flaming wall 
And cruſh thy Kingdoms with its hideous fall ? 
From what dire cauſe can thyDeſpondence ſpring; 
While we are Terrors, thou ſhalt be our King, 
Who dares rcbellious Arms againſt thee take I 


Ev'n we who terrify the World at thy dread Anger ſhake. 


I X. 


This faid the Fantom with a diſmal ſound, 
Confirm'd by thouſand hidcous roars around, 
Which from the vaulted Caycrns horribly rebound, 

Then ſilence thrice aloud was cry'd, 
And the grim Monarch ſternly thus reply'd. 
Aſpiring Miniſters of Fatc ! 
High Officers of Deaths unbounded Stats / 
In vain our pow'r with pompous words We grace; 
One mortal all our glories will detace, 


8 T he Court of Death. 


One mortal cvry moment aares, nay ſcorns me to my face. 
In Battcls {till heroically brave, 
Bur Trumpets can giveCourage to a Slave. 
Ev'n Bouteville coald intrepid feem, 
Whilc mad Bellona in him rayd ; 
But William (till with infolence extream, 
Evn in his cool and thoughtful hours, 
Has all my Qorrors, all my Pow'rs, 


Deliberately bray'd. 


X. 
Ye Terrors, and ye Hoſts of Horrors lay, 
For ye were by on Lander's fatal dar ; 
When Diſcord by her helliſh Serpents ting 
About the deadly Ficld in frightful poſtures flung 
Thro all her thouſand. Mouths ran roaring with the pain, 
Foam'd at them all,and bled atall.and bellow'd ore the plain; 
A day, like the lait day, aſtoniſhingly dire, 
When the ſonorous Trumpet blew 
And Ruine in a flaming Tempeſt flew, 
And all the world appear'd on fire : 
Did ought in William then that argucd fear, 
Nav cevn that argued mortal man appcar, 
While for the freedom of the world he fought, 
Vas he not William (till in voice, look, action, thought ? 
Did he not calmly brave the raving brench engage, 
And dcal Deſtruction like a God without the help of rage? 
Did he nor, fay, while ghaſtfully ye gaz'd 
While 
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bo 


While Thunderbolts around him roard, and Lightning 
(round him blazd , 


Did he not providently ſcow'r the Plain, 
Yet forcibly as Whirlwinds ſweep the Main ? 


But what ? The Hope'of Conqueſt gave 
That Godlike Spirit which could thus appear, 

Cautious and proyident as Fear, 

And yet as Fury braye? 
No; when at length, tho late, tho wondrous late, 
Oppreſt by odds of numbers and of Fate, 
His Prudence urg d him loudly'to reure, 

Did he not ſtill appear the ſame, 
Retreating greatly in tempeſtuous flame, 
Which made us Gods the worth we hateadnure 1 
Have ye forgot? In that ſtupendous hour 
I chargd ye all the Hero to aſlall, 

And mingling with the ſtorm of Iron Hall 

To preſs him with your utmoſt powr: 

Y* obey'd : Thevent? Hell! How ye all miſtook ! 
For, ſceing him behind his routed Rear 

With ſuch a daunticfs look appear, 

The charge ye initantly forſook. 
Returning, He the Conqueror was,ye {wor ; 
Yes, Fools, ore/us triumphant he was more; 


_— - 


T' himſelf he owd his Conqueſt, not, hike France, 


To the baſe oddsof Numbers, and of Chance : 
Storming I ſent you once again; 
Aſham'd, enrag d» and mad ye flew, and then 
V | D 


Did he not,driving on, forecaſt, inſtruct, diſpoſe, ordain ? 


Ye 
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Ye picrc'd the very ſouls of all his weaker men: 
Th undaunted Hero mock'd your yain eflay, 
Th' undaunted Hero met. you half the way. 
For, marching o're-the dying and the dead, 
He. while the reſt ſecurely fled, 
With the brave choſen few inſpird by him made wr 
With ſuch divine aflurance toward you rode, 
Ye baſely from him flew, and trembling cry'd; 4 God! 


X IL. 


Ye Powrs who fought to propagate my- ſway, 
Ye Gods who own Subjec&tion:ta me, (3'”, 
Did ever he ſo much deſerve:our hare > - 
Did ever he appear.ſo truly grear, 
As 1n his loſs upon'that dreadful day 2. 
Did it not palpably appear, 
That his great Mind was fo averſe from fear, 
That ſhould the World from off its Axle ruſh, 
Torn off by Joze, on purpoſe that the Fall, 
Should Williaz:'s mighty Soul apall, 
ove could not daunt him» he could only cruſh * 
Why name 1 Fear 2 In his undaunted mein, 
Was there the leaſt deje&tion ſeen * 
Did he not perfectly diſdain | 
Of Fortune's malice barely to complain ? 
Did he not look, as who ſhould fay, 
'Tis true weveloſt th' uncertain day; 
But we deſerv'd to win : Tis Fortunes blame 
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That we have loſt, then Fortunes be the ſhame; ' 
Empire 1s hers, and Conqueſt, and Succck, 
The greatneſs of my ſoul is mine, and that's above diſtreſs 
My very lofles, greatly born, my glory ſhall dilate, 
And ſhew the wondringWorld a mind thattriumphsoverFate. 


> AH 


Thus he inſulted over us and ours, 

And with his very looks blaſphem'd our idle pow'rs : 
Which ſtill cach hour he inſolently brayes , - 
Nay, Thouſands ſpirited by him appear 

Hourly victorious over fear, 
Who ſhew'd before the minds of Slaves. 
All Europe rouzd reflects his noble fire, 
Whoſe wondrous Influence, like the Sun's, 
Thro diſtant Regions runs, 
And does the World with Martial warmth inſpire! 
Of vaſt Confederate members He, the Soul, 

Unites the mighty parts, and animartes the whole. 

While hereWe,pleasd to be contemnd,can ſtay, 
And howl our Trumphs our aloud, 
Our Triumphs o're a worthleſs crowd , 

He all the generous world ſeduces from our ſway: 
Ye Terrors who your ſelves reſiſtlcſs call, 

One man buoys Exrope up againſt you all : 

Dread Spirits, whom mankind could tremble at before, 

Go frighten Women now, and think of Men no more, 
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Thus cnded the tempeſtuous King, and now 
He rowls his formidable Brow 
Into a dreadful ſcowl , 
While thrice Revenge his reſtleſs Subje&ts howl. 
As when the Northern Tyrant of the Waves 
Upon the Polar Main in black September raves, 
The Billows, vex'd to Madneſs, roar, 
And foaming ſcourge the gloomy diſmal ſhore, 
While frantic Seas, with frightful fury rowT'd; 
As they run madder, grow by Frenzy cold ; 
T1ll ro prodigious Rocks congcal'd they ſtand, 
And render hideous, Zembla's horrid ſtrand : 
So the dire Subjects of the Tyrant Death, 
By the bleak fury of his ſtormy breath = 
Troubled, and into frantic motions caſt 


Fluctuaring rowl'd, and ſoam'd, and roar'd, and bellow'd to 
[the blaſt ; 


Till with exceſs of rage at laſt, 
All became fixt againſt their will ; 
All ſtupidly benumm'd and till 
Were doubly ghaſtful grown, 
And Horror inth' amazing height of all its Pomp was ſhown, 
Diſcord, of all the crew the moſt accurſ;, 
From her lethargick plight recover'd firſt ; 
Grew mad afreſh, and with her reeking hands 
From off her ſnaky Curls ſhe wrung the bloody Bands : 
Then 
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Then terribly the baleful Hoſt ſurvey d, 


And to the formidable Monarch faid. 


X'1 YV. ; 


Ruler of Kings, whom this great Court reyercs, 
Whom Hell affe&ts, and Earth,and Ocean fears y 
Canſt thou to me extend thy dread Deſpight ? 
Becauſe thy Terrors are contemn'd, 
Muſt Diſcord be condemn'd 2 
Shall not the King of all the World do right ? 
To ſerye thee have 1 not attempted more 
Than ever deſperate Fury dar'd before? 
Has not my Spirit all the Gazls poſleſt ? 
Has it not rowl'd iney'ry eye, and ragd in evry breaſt ? 
Have I not looſen'd Fury from her Chain? 
Who now flys roaring oyer Land and Main. 


And art thou not thro me in dreadful progreſs ſeen, 
Majcſtical with horrid Mien, 


Stalking to new Deſtruction ore the Plain 2 
With a profuſer Purple pomp did neyer Monarch reign. 
What 1f one Man contemns thy powr ? 
Is there a day ? Is there an hour 2 
In which I fail to have recourſe 
To all my $skill, and all my force, 
That hated Hero to undo 2 
Whom I with Treaſon, or with Rage, eternally purſue. 
Can there be any one amongſt us all, 


Whom it concerns, like me, to ſee him fall ? 
E The 
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The reſt heſlights, but me he loaths, detelts, 
And ventures Life andCrown cexpel me from above , 


And in my room deſigns to fix in humane breaſts 
Perpetual Concord, and Fraternal Love. 
Soon ſhould he feel the vengeance of theſe hands) 
But Heav'ns ſevere Commands 
And Fates immutable Decree withſtands. 
But yet ſuppoſe this mortal Dart, 
Were cvn this moment plunging in his Heart 2 
Believe (I know him well)All-conquering Death 
He would inſult thee with his lateſt breath. 
iruce : We ſhould triumph ore his mortal part, 
Rare Conquelt for our Univerſal King / 
A Conqueſt which would Duſt to thy ſubj<ction bring, 
Whilc his aſpiring Soul to Heav'n its flight would wing.” 


XY. 


O could't chou make that row'cing Soul deſcend, 
Could but thy Terrors force that Godlike foul to bend ; 

Whoſe influence rowzes a degenerate Age, 

Warms it to juſt Revenge and martial Rage ; 


And with exalted thoughts evn Kings inſpires, 

And to magnanimous Acts the wondring Nations fires ; 
Which now for twenty rowling years has choſe, 
Stull co be reſtleſs for the worlds repoſe : 
And would its body for Mankind devoye, 
To ſtand the Victim of offended Fore ; 

it you this wondrous ſoul could move, 
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It might a Triumph prove 
Deſcrving of the loudctt boaſt 
Of thy great ſelf, andthy viftorious Hoſt. 

But to diſmay that dauntleſs Mind, 

We muſt no vulgar method find : 

For ſhould'ſt thou to his Face draw near, 
And in thy moſt amazing ſhape appear, 
Unterrify'd he would thy Front ſurvey, 
Nay unconcernd perhaps, and gay 
He knows his Soul 1s ſet above thy ſway, 
And that ſecures him from ignoble Fear. 


Fear often makes immortal ſouls vain Homage to thee Pay * 


But William's looks from fo ſublime a ſphere, 
That while his Vertues there with Glory ſhine, 
it can look down with ſcorn 
On Life, on Fortune, and on Regal Srate, 
But there are qualities fo truly great, 
As can evn Heayn adorn. 
Wiſdom and Vertue are divine 
He thoſe ineftimable knows ; 
To terrific him then, aſſault him ey'n in thoſe, 
Thoſe of his Queen are his, that loyely Queen, 
Whom ſuch Perfections grace, 
That her high Vertues, and her heavenly Mein, 
Might make it be preſum'd, 
His Godlike Genius had that ſhape afſſumd, 
T aflift him in his Royal place. 
Attack but her, endanger her, and then 
This Demi-God will ſhake like common men. 


Theſe 
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Theſe Spirits then will his great mind controul, 
Theſe Terrors with their plagues will pierce his Soul, 

Grief will prevail, and anxious Care, 
And baleful Horror and Deſpair ; 
Fear will be ſeen Triumphant in his eye, 

His noble, his undaunted heart, 
Will faint, will fink, will dye, 
With apprehenſion of thy Dart ; 

And all whomthat great Heart with Spirit can ſapply, 
Sinking with him will own our awful pow'rs, 

And then the Conquer'd World is ours. 


AV 1 


O did you all that Queens perfe&tions know , 
Had you approach'd her all like me, 

She wou'd appear as Dangerous a Foc, 

As worthy your Immortal Hate as He. 

A Queen, the wonder of an envious Agc, 


Whom, that] may your potent rage 
To her Deſtruction raiſe, 
Thus with malicious juſtneſs let me praiſe. 
If William can contemn frail breath q 
For Everlaſting Fame, þ 
She lives as undiſmaid, Vi&torious Death, 6 
As if ſhe neyer heard thy Name. 
As one who climbs th' Ztheraal cliff 


Of Atlas or of Teneriff, 
Secure in ſo ſublime a Sphear, 
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Bclow him ſees the Waves inſult the ſhore, 
Bclow him ſecs the Clouds their fury pour, 

Nay and bclow him hears th' Almighty Thunderer roar, 


While all around him's always calm, and all aboye him's 
[always clear. 


So on the loudeſt, fierceſt ſtorms of Fate; 
Which threaten both her Life and State, 


This Queen looks down from the prodigious height 
| Of her exalted ſoul, 


Bclow her hears the Thundring roar, and ſees the lofty 
{Billows rowl. 


EL 


: And as not only Tempeſts neyer beat 
| Thoſe Mountain tops, but neither cold nor heat, 
| Afﬀict (deteſted place!) glad Nature there; 
But Water, Earth, and temperate Air, 
| In my deſpight eternally agree, 
Combin'd in triple league to puta ſtop to me 3 

And odorifcrous breizes entertain 

Perpetual Spring upon the Balmy Plan ; 

So on Mariss lofty Mie n, 

| As no rude paſſions in her mind have place, 
: No ſign of Fear, or Grief, or Rage was eyer ſeen : 
; Maria keeps up cafie ſtate, 

In ſfpight of me till gayly great, 

And cheerfully ſerene. 

And, as theſe Spirits ſtill are beaten back, 


F 
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As oft as Willian they attack, 
Maria in their progreſs they decline, 
And, as they paſs, reſpect her form divine : 
And Dangers,which the Hero ne're could fright, 
The Heroine il] oppoſes with delight. 
When Lewis thunder on her Southern ſhore, 
And made Great Britain tremble at the roar ; 
When thro it all the Loyal Blood ran cold, 
And all my Britiſh Sons grew warmand Bold, 
While William on the Boyne was (een, 
Victorious with a thoughtful Mien ; 
His charming Queen ſa{tain d her ſinking Ifle, 
Suſtain'd her ſinking Britain with a ſmile 3 
His charming Queen could gaily wiſe appear, 
And all things like ayenging Hcav'n diſpoſe, 
For the confuſion of her Ga/lick Focs 
Without perpicxity or fear. 
Her very Looks my Brittiſh Off-ſpring gaind, 
Her very Looks their Rage reſtrain'd ; 
Struck them with irreſiſtable delight. 
My Brittiſh Off-ſpring for a while turn'd loyal atthat fi ight, 
"Thar ſight my fury could ſo faſt allwage, 
Ev'n mine, whoſe Eſſence 1s all Rage, 
That ere I had the pow'r to quit my ſtation, 
And fly for Preſeryation, 
I grew (in yain infernal ſpight withſtood) 
Senſcleſly fatisfy'd, ſtupidly good, 
And fear'd Annihilation, 
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Not the firſt Woman fear'd us leis than ſhe; 
Before the mortal Taſte 
Of th' interdicted Tree, 
Made thee great Maſter of the Vaſlal Ball, 
High Independent Lord of all, 
And Ocean, Land and Air thy mighty waſte. 
From Guilt and cy'ry Weakneſs clear, 
From Dread of Danger free, 

She lives as 1t her high deſert exempted her from thee # 
Nay more, fo faſt her Virtues riſc, 
Aſpiring to their native Skies, 

That I could almoſt fear, 

That as one Woman by her Crime, 
Involv'd ſucceeding Ages in her Fall, 
And to thy boundleſs ſway ſubjected all ; 
So the immortal Graces of her Mind, 

Growins fo faſt, ſhould riſe in time 

To that ſublime Degree, 
As to reſtore all human kind 
To Immortality. 


X I XN 


Something divine adorns her Mind and Mien ; 
Mankind extols the King, the King admures the Queen 
The Queen whom Heay'n has form'd fo truly great, 


5 


To 
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109 keep the Kings afpiring Mind within the reach-of Fate 
That hour in which you pierce Maria's Heart, 
William &r.d Exrope tremble at tny Dart : 
That Blow will his undaunted Genius ſhake, 
That will perhaps his matchlefs Spirit break z » 
Thar 1s th' extremeſt tryal we can make. 
If then he ſinks not, ove ſuſtains his mind 
And he is certainly defign'd, 
To vindicate the Freedom of Mankind ; 
The great experiment then quickly try, 
And let this good, this great Maria dye ; 
Take what ſhe has of thine, and ct her Soul 
Deſert her Lover for the Starry Pole. 
She ſaid, and ſtrait the univerſal cry 
Was, Let this good, this great Maria dye. 
Trembling I waken'd with the mortal fright ; 


Andallthe ghaſtly ſhapes difloly'd togloomy Night. 


